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itself as a camp, thus escaping the continuous daylight, which was
growing hateful to all of us. Amundsen and I occupied the cock-
pit, covering the top with canvas. The main compartment of the
hull served as kitchen, dining-room, and dormitory for Dietrichson,
Feucht, and Omdal. They laid skis across the floor to hold them-
selves off the frosty metal floor. Riiser-Larsen crawled back into the
tail, where it was dark.
We spent the next day, May 28, in relative idleness, scouting for
leads or level ice for a take-off and making various observations.
The reader must remember that we were still expecting some lead
to open that would give our ship ample water. We had reason to
expect it. Every polar explorer had told of the constantly opening
leads in Arctic ice during summer. At any hour, therefore, the
wind might shift to the north, the ice would part, and we would
soon be on our way back to Spitsbergen.
We took our first soundings of the ocean. Our sounding
apparatus was a light-weight device working on the echo principle
and made specially for us in Germany. A sea microphone connected
with headphones, a battery set with a detonating cartridge of trinol,
and a stop-watch were all there was to it. The observer timed the
interval between the explosion and the return of the echo from the
bottom. We took two soundings as a check on each other, but both
times the echo came up in exactly five seconds. Sound travels much
faster in sea-water than in the air—nearly a mile a second. Five
seconds indicated an approximate depth of 12,500 feet.
Curiously, the mountains near the South Pole are just about that
high. It seems almost as if a great fist had struck the earth at the
North Pole during a malleable stage, denting it in two miles or
more and causing a corresponding bulge at the opposite end of the
axis.
A sextant observation that day showed us to be twelve miles
south of our landing-point. Thus, besides the eddying motion of
the ice, the whole pack was drifting along. We hoped it might
carry us down where we would find game. How we regretted now
not having shot that seal!
On May 29 Dietrichson, Omdal, and I took the sledge and canoe
and skied to the N 24 to salvage the petrol and remaining provi-
sions aboard her. Though the two planes were remaining close

